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Soon the odour reached the Collector's table and
he and the Rajah, reaching for their handkerchiefs,
abruptly ceased discussing the nature of the sub-
soils of the Deccan. With a haughty glance at
the Rao Saheb, the Collector (who remembered the
distinctive odour of stink-bombs from his public
school days) summoned his wife and angrily pro-
ceeded to take his departure. As a result of this
party the Rao Saheb was sent to an isolated dis-
trict and deprived of several allowances. But it
takes more than that to keep a good man back.
Within five years our hero was on top again, in a
more responsible post as Dewan of a respectably-
sized native State where, with general acclamation
and a purse of gold from the Rajah, he eventually
retired from service.
So our tale has the happy ending which all good
fairy stories should have," mused Bewpot over his
empty mug.
"Have a beer," I said. "Boy! bring two more
beers."
And Stnimpleton Sahib, thirsty from narration,
awaited the nectar eagerly.